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A PORTRAIT.

BY MARY IRVING.

Ehe was not born to shine;
She would not grace a disdem ;
1ts glare would pale the holier gew

Her pure blue vyes vnshrine.

She was not born te rule;
Her swoot lips stammoer when they spoak
The words that make the wilful weak
Within the wayward school

Ehe was not born for fame
Her hoart would beat too fulteringly
L' coteh, from even flattery,

An eohn of her name

= he was not born to be
“tar of o hundred worshippers |
Unly the eyes that look to hers
[hrongh love, look askingly

But she was Lborn to bless'

A viewliss violet, bresthing balm
W Wl the summer evening's ealm,
Ti ~wiel nneonscicasnens !

Aud she was born Lo frear ’
7
-

By priedain
Wins=

st plending of hor pye,
. Te el
il A R
what uo other must '

Uh ! whe was born to fove !
I'o treasure on the heart and hoarth '
I'here sre not many eyes on entth

) mirror heaven above'

\ ea—nbe wns born to love
A be boloved —what needs sho mbre?
I'hank Heaveu, she was wot born to soar!
Our own, our nestling Dove!
-

For the National Era.

A TALE FROM REAL LIFE.

BY GRACE GREENWOOD,

FANNY

Fanny Austin stood at the window while the
sun wis setting—an open, French window,
vhiose tlowing white curtains half hid the slen-
der form of the young girl.  She was not look-
g towards the west, though the sunset pa-
peant wis benutiful to behold—she was look-
ing toward the east, not ot the shadowy sky.
not wb the dark. ﬁ-rml.-cmwnad hi.“-& but fir
away down the dusty road, with her lovely,
amiling. expectant eyes. The gold and crim-
wm of sunset passed oway, the dews and shades
of twilight eame on—and still Fanny stood at
the window. A servant entered and lit the
lampi, and, as he went out, looked back at the
tuir girl with a plessant, knowing smile ; then
Funny's mother came in ietly arranged a
dightly  disordered  table—| at her ab-
dracied dunghter silently, but with a fond,
proud, most motherly expression, and passed
from the voom.

The twilight deepened, and the stars of a
wlorions June l.ftl‘-l‘lh'lg came out in keaven.

Fanny steps through the ¢ window into
the pingza, and bends ﬁ:rwanfn:n listening in-
tently.  Surely sho hears the distant gallop of
o horse! Yes, now it comes across the hridge,
down in the ravine l—now it ascends the hill—
now comes the gleam of a white horse dashin
up the road, urged by an eager rider; an
Funny Austin turns quickly, and re-enters the
parlor, where she demurely seats herself at o
talle, and takes up a book.

Ihrough how many twilights during the past
vear had Fanny waited and watched for the
coming of that milk-white steed! She had
grown to know his gallop across the bridge as
well ws she knew the voice of his master, T‘nn-
ny's lover lived in the city, five miles away—
and in all seasons and all weathers eame to visit
his Tiege lady on this favorite horse, a beautiful
und powerful animal.  But this was the last
time that Fanny would wateh with loving anx-
iousness at that eastorn window for the coming
of the bold, impetuous rider—for to-morrow
they were 1o he married,

A sweet ideal of early womanhood was Fan-
ny at that moment, with her love-radiating fave
hent over her hook, of whose contents ghe saw
ot & word—yith the forward fall of her light,
winy hair, half shading her shy, tender, soft
Ll eyes—with the tremulous play of her part-
e lips and the vivid flushings of her fair round-
e clicek.  She was with childlike sim-
plicity, in a Jawn of that most delicate blue we
sow in the fer sky—with Howing sleeves, half
revealing srms of faoltless symmetry. Her
white neck was uncovered, and, in place of a
hiroveh, she wore ut her hosom n banch of

ush roses. How her hiE.l;-lmli heart rock-
ed thew, und shook out their mes!—how
eloquently, how fitly, her love spoke in the rise

and fall of thoss rosa-Lids, and breathed in the
lm%nmre they exhaled !
here is o quick step in the hall withont—

the door is flung open' Lot @ look np with
Fuml'!' at him who stands on the threshold.

A figure of medium height, manly yet more
delicate  than robust —a face intelloctually
handsome, thongh exceedingly fresh and youth.
ful—the full red lips all smiles, the | hrown
eves all tenderness—a deep flush on the slight-
Iy bronsed check—the dark curly hair some-
what disordered and blown about the hroad brow
by the fresh night wind; so stood Henry Les
:.«if—;i-::;:tl only for an instant stood, a little
hin by the light-—‘ﬂl!'ﬂ Wd full
forward, “Fanny rose, half fond, Ialfjgrﬁli
the pussion of the woman at strife with the shy-
ness \nl‘ the nh:ll:.wtu mli'hin lad embrace.

“You ure to-ni (glr—,” i
in an inquiring tone. o s e

“Yea; my groomsman, Charles Mason, came

to-night. I had not seen him for nearly a year.
snd so we had many things to talk a [
never liked the fellow so well. Indeed, 1 be.

lieve 1 love all my friends the better for lovin
you so truly, Fanny. Like Juliet, “ the mu?
give. the more | bave to give,’ 7

" Such, dear Heury, is the infinite, divine na-
ture. of love.  Did you find the evening

pleasant * " L
Glorious ! The air was both soft and in-
vgorating, the starlight is very and there
i tritle of o moon, you know, just enough to
swear by, Oh, Faony, I never was so happy
ue toenight! My heart was a8 the heart ﬂ?'a
“hild, brimming and hubbling over with happi-
ness [ sumg in riding the dark pine
Wods some wild tune, snd [ know not what
Snds—little boside your nume, 1 beliove—I
ok off mly cap, and let the winds frolie ns
"v would with my hair: feel now. Fanny,
anid e Yy damp it is with dew.”
|‘ Fanny iaid her hand caressingly nmong the
g curls, then drew it awsy with s blush,
“lﬂll-' her lover continusd—
reinsined 8o unspeakably happy—some-
Hmes urging on Selim at a I'urim..lr:nii"r rute, the

great waves
came to the burial-

“ud witting quite still, to let
Juy du’nh over me—uill 1
grmind on the hill i

Jrised] tln'utnlunmbudl mmml =
wry nlmduwlng d’l! heart, ns »
= shadowed w‘

might, at the m:ﬂ.
Sl ' f

eold, lonely beds of sleep and dark forgetful-

pese.  Oh, great Heaven, the agony of the

thought!™ he oried, hiding his face against

Fanny's breast, while tears, that were no re-

proach to his manhood, dropped fast upon those
» blush roses.

Fanny bowed her head over him, and said,

with tender solemnity

I am persuaded that neither death, nor
life, nor angels. nor principalities. nor powers,
nor things present. nor things to come,” can di-
vide us now, or destroy our love, which is of
God.  Though I perish to all the universe be-
side, I can never die to you.”

“ But ah, Fanny.” he replied, with something
of the fond waywardness of a loving ohild, “if
I should go first, would you grieve for me any !
Would you ever come to my grave to weep, und
remember how dearly I loved you ?7

“For a little while,” she andded ; “not long,
I think.”

Henry looked up bewildered, und she von-
tinued, with a quivering lip ; “ becanse, denrest,
1 should so soom ;w lying by yourside. And now,”
she added, smilingly, *let us tatk of brighter
things—I never saw you in o mood so melancholy
and foreboding.  Clouds of sll kinds are so for-
eign to your sunshiny nature. [ rode over to our
house with mamma, to-day. Everything is in
perfect order there, now. The last thing T did
was to arrange your books in the little library
Your dear mmzer says that she will have the
parlors lit up and tea all for us, the eve-
ning we get back from the Falls.”

“Say the evening we reach home, Fanny! |
want to hear you speak that word, so | may he
sure | am not dreaming of a pleasant, quiet
home, and a blessed little wife of my own.”

“ Well, then. Aome—your home—our home,
to be presided over by an ignorant little “child-
wife,” & thousand removes from an angel, hut
in your love, indeed, ‘blessed among women.’
Now are you satisfied !

After receiving her lover's unspoken, vet elo-
quent response, Fanny laughingly resumed : <1
funey we shall have a funny sort of & ménage—
hoth 40 _VOung, so hu!l_\‘ m»_\:n-_rhm.-ui and
withi, W iy vire eme, michh EXEER 2 o et
means. | wish we could live like the fairies, on
dew and honey: or rather, as the angels live. on
pure love. Oh, then, Harry, we could * fare
‘sumptuously every day’ But, alas, we are
only & poor pair of mortals, and 80 we must be
industrious and prudent, and rub along as we
can.”

“Why. Fanny, dear. | am not so very young
I was twenty last march. 1 shall be admitted
to the bar in ahout two yvears, In the mean
time, my fatheg will do all he can for us, though
he don't esteem early marringes very ||1rudul1l.
things. | mean tusnmw- to him that | can be
s steady, stadious, diligent, and economieal, ns
any plodding, money-making old bachelor in
town. | shan’t hear of your giving up any of
your accustomed luxuries, Fauny, or making
your dainty hands hard and unkissable with
any sort of work ; but I have already given 1}.1
play-going und cigars, and | think some of sell-
g Selim.”

“Never!” cried Fanny. “What! sell the
fiithful crenture which has horne you so surely
and so swiftly to mé every blessed Saturday
evening in the year’ It would make us too
much like the reduced and disenchanted couple
I have somewhere read of, who killed and
cooked the very earrier-dove which had flown
back and forth with their love-letters”

At this moment, & bright little lad of ten
venrs opened the door, saying : “ Sister Fanny,
i big bandbox has come for you from the city.”

“Oh, then, bring it in here,” she replied.
The lad vanished, but reappeared in a moment.
with the hox, which Fanny eagerly opened, and
took out a dress of pluin white silk, and a long,
wwhite veil of delicate lace.

1"1'&&:1@{ ‘g;fl,' she said; © laalg it
a beautiful vei 1

“Yes” he u.lllw:l::{ “yery beautiful.  What
is it made of—hook-muslin *”

Fanny smiled at his ignorance, assuring him
that it was of lace, and that of a superior
quality.

“Don’t you admire the dress?” she asked,
after a moment's silence.

“Oh, yes, greatly ; hut it is not pretty as the
ane you have on. By the way—I think, | am
sure, | remember that dress.  len’t it the very
one you had on at Commencement, the first
time | saw you ! 7 :

“ Yes,” answered Fanny, with a bright blush ;
“it is rather old-fashioned. now ; but [ thought,
if you should happen to recollect it, you might
he pleased to have me wear it to-night.”

“ Dearest Fanny, how good, how just like you,
that was. | have always thought this {)u:t the
loveliest dress in the world ; the color belongs
to you, by the right of your eyes; and, now |
think of it, Fanny, can’t you be married in
blue 17
Fanny laughed outright at this saying that
the ides was quite absurd and impossible.

# My milliner meant to huyve my hridal arrny
quite complete,” she said, “for hers is the
wrenth of orange blomoms. What think you
of this, Harry ! ¥

¢ Away withit! " he replied ; “ there is some-
thing stiff, stately, and exotic, in those flowers.
Do wear, instead, a few just such rose buds ns
those in your hosom. 'l‘llm_v are almost white;
they nre simplo and sweot, and they hreathe of
home,  You will wear them, won't you, dear-
e

“Oh, gladly, for these, too, have their nssocia-
tions. o tree that bore them was your first
ift to me.  Henry, | would like to humor you
about the blue dress also, but that is altogether
out of the yuestion.”

As the lovers finally tarned away from the
table whereon stood the bandbox, their eyes
foll upom Willie, Fauny's young brother, who
wis fast asleep in his chair.  Heary laid n
hand upon his head ; he started up, and, rub-
bing his eyes, said: *1 am sitting up = late
becniuse | want to feteh Selim for you ; but you
needn't be in a hurry.”

The young man laughed, looked ot his wateh,
and told the lad he might go {or the horse at
once.  Willie durted oﬁ“m the stahle, brought
out Selim, but had the pleasure of excreising
the hesutiful animal for several minutes, in the
yard, before its master came forth to claim it
All that time was Henry Lester taking leave of
his affianced—always going, bul never gone.
He felt in his heart a strange, sad yearning—
some wild, inexpressible foreboding—n fearful
shrinking from the night without, beautiful snd

as it was—a ing that enused

im to snatch Fanny again snd again to his

heart, as though somedread power, unseen, hut

darkly felt, were striving to glide between
them, and part them forever.

At last, Fanny geotly unwound his arms
from her waist, and took a hackward. He
yieldad ber up with & sad s but kissed her
t:;;l aE;ini::ndt said, © Good nigilt!;f "F'll;_ny

. with a gesture, ully for-
hi‘dtlinli., and said— Remember, n'::. you have
kissed Faony Austin for the lust time |

Henry laughed, and Fanny followed him to
the door 1o see him off  She s the impa-
tient Selim on the neck. and whispered to him
to bear his master safely, very salely,

As Henry gathered up the reins, and was
ahout mﬂ&l‘w said, suddenly, with a glance
at Willie—"“Oh, Fanny, a wonfin your eur !
She drew mm,mn;;mnphm-ﬂ\m—-hn
lover hent, not to her enr. bit to her lips and

m“:i-nd h,l“:y;!;’m" onece more ! o )
with & merry lnugh and snother night,
he dashed through the gate down the

Fanny soon ascended to her chamber, hut
#he did not retire to rest. Flinging a shawl
about hor shoulders, she sat down by the win-
dow, and looked out upon the night. Then

sho spoke low o herself, in all the unconscious
of Tove—* How fur the stars can see with
clear, imveiled #0 high in heaven'

As Fanny gave utterance to this solemn ec-
stacy of a religions and loving heart, she howed
her head upon the window-sill before her. Sud-
denly she started, leaned forward, and listened
ongerly.  She was sure she heard her own name
called, in an imploring voice. Tt seemed to
sound from the ravine, heyond the hill,  Onge
move it came—a wild, sorrowful, piercing ery
It wos Henry's voice, She stole down stairs,
passed smim:huly through that eastern window,
and ran down the romd. She was not mis
taken ; for a little way bevond the bridge Selim
was standing, with his ‘head drooped  sudly
over his master, who was lying on the grass of
the roadside.

As Fanny passed over the bridge, she saw
that & plank had been broken through

She tlung herself down by her lover, erving.
“Henry, dearest Henry, are you much hurt 17

He secmed to have fainted | but he soon re-
vived, and, looking up, exclaimed, hrokenly,
“ Oh, Fanny, have you come!  Now, it will not
be 5o hard to die.”

“Dear Henry, don't talk so
not badly bhurt.”

“ Fanny, | am mortelly hurt. Selim broke
thquh the bridge, and threw me, eutting my
head here in the temple—then, in extricating
himself he fell on me with all his weight.
[ afterwards got strength to erawl out of the
dust on to this grass and to call you twice ;
but, Fauny, Fanoy, | keow | am dying—my
breast seems all erushed in, and my lungs seem
filling with hlood.”

“0h, then, let me run or shout aloud for
help! "

* No, deavest,” he whispered, “ only take me
in your arms, and let me die on your hosom,
under the stiurs—alone with you, | have strength
aven to die.”

Then Funny, bewildered, hroken-hearted, hut
strangely cabin, ruised Henry's head, and pil-
lowed it on her breast Those thick curls she
had seen so little while ago, all bright with
dew. were now dark and heavy, with blood
trickling from a severe wound in the temple.
Oh, then, Funny was uo kumer shy or chary of
heratedorases 8 ) Vil g
lipe, the eyos the Lrow, the already cold hands
of her lover.  She lavished on him all the en-
dearing names, the fond protestations her diffi-
dent, girlish beart had been storing up for the
use of the wife, through years of trial, sorrow,
and ever-decpening :ﬁwwn Then she wept
and prayed, and folded thut poor, wounded
head against- her breast, as though to stanch
the hlood, which only flowed the fuster for the
warmth; it stained all her bosom, and turned
those pale blush roses to deepest crimson.
Henry, who seemed to have been again insen-
sible, suddenly opened his eyes, and whis.
pered—

“My blood will spoil that beautiful blue
dress! "

“Oh, my love! my soul!” eried Fanny,
“would to God it Howed from my own heart !
Would to God 1 could die for you, or with you,
for I cannot, will not, stay in this dark world
when you are gone, Henry : for my life is in
your love”

“ My dearest, do not grieve so bitterly ; some-
thing tells me, even now, that we shall not he
long parted—only he patient love, for a little
while "

After lying quite silent for some moments,
looking upward, he exclaimed, almost in his
usual voiee—

“ My spirit is passing, Fanny—Heaven is
ready, now—all the stars seem to huve rushed
together, and formed ope great central bright-
ness—ia world of light to whieh I rise!” Then,
reaching up his anos and winding them about
her neck, he murmured, “Kiss me onee more,
my Fanny, my dear, only love. my wile; once
more—good night!”

As he breathed these words, a stream of blood,

| hope you are

said, “1s it not written, that a man shall fursake
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and spirit.  She seemed to utterly luck the
mirsoulous sustainment she had koown at
first—the vision and the eomfort it hrought
were gone h‘g('(hl‘.l’.

One day, seeing her mather w-w'll*ing. sho

father and mother, and clewve unto his wife 1
Can a wife do less for ber busbund ! Mother,
God has wedded me to Heory: my soul so
Jdeaves to his. that they cannot e separatod ;
and when he calls [ must go to him, even from
i,

" At u later period she mid,  Mather, dear, |
want you to see that no ghostly shroud is put
on me, hut a soft, white muslin dress; und fold
my bridal veil ahout me, and put white roses in
my hair, that all mayknow that T am i« bride,
and not Death’s. And oh, mother, keep very
saered the blue lawn 1 wore on that last night,
and never let them wash Heory's blood out of
it. Most of all, | want you to promize me to
plant, with your own hand, that blush-rose-tree
that i{mr_v gave me, between him and me, so
that the roses will full upon us both.”

Before the leaves of the elm tree over Henry
Lestor's grave were by the autumn
frosts, his Fanny was at his side.  When
June came round again, e grass wis long and
green, and the rose-tree grew more beantiful
than ever there ; and when the evening winds
shook the branches, they scattered a swoet lar-
goss of leaves uﬂ\ the mounds, and swung out
a noe on the air sweeter than aught else,
save the memory of the Jovers sleeping helow

Often has my mind dwelt long and deeply on
those dreams, which were yot no dreams—those
swoot, exslted visions, those trances of love and
sorrow, which drew that tender and delicate
girl, arrayed in her bridal dress, night after
night, to the lonely grave of her betrothed
Oh, beautiful, adorable mystery of love! Oh
grive, where was here thy vietory!  Oh, mor-
tality, where the might of thy prison walls!
As of old, an angel came in the might-tine, and
led forth the prisoner.

There s, thore s a wondrons, Koz NS
el wwewll diopar and ingr ot het e
which we have an every-day understanding and
consciousness—a life triumphant over death und
pain and sorrow—all the mournful conditions
of our mortal being. When they who loved the
maiden would have feared her suffering from
the night-darkness and cold. with the grosser
thu'vsl senses sealed, she walked in light inef-
able, and breathed the sift airs, the balm of
celéstial day. When the chill dews descended
on her delicate frame, she was shielded, folded
about by arms of immortal tendernees ; when
her soft cheek lay against the hard grave-
mound, ehe was hiding her rapt, L‘llhll?l]l&ﬁrrw‘u
in the bosom of her love

o
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THE ISLAND OF DELOS

Amid the distant Fgoan's sunny waves
Whose crystal flood the shores of Greeia lavos,
There is one littde spot—one sered islo-
Which Peace forever blesses with her smile

When lowering cloads of war the hoavens o ercast
And patious trembled at the trumpet’s blast

Whoen horses” hools were heard, and armor '« cluog,
Aud angry hosts to deadly eombat sprang

Nu dvvad war-cloud on that borizon rose,

No batile din disturbed its calm roposo

Tho sun shone brightly in its seure sky,

Bwoot sang the birds where gontlo hreezes sigh

No blood-stained lnurels grew wpon its soil |
Nov dliveful trophies of the wisrrior s toil

tirice blessed—once blossed in receiving, twice
|

in giving

ExpERIMENT. — Specimens  of  mechanism,
drawing, minerals, sud ather productions of na-
ture and art, were sent some time sinee from the |
New York schools to Palestine. and to M\'ls‘l'l||
wlands in the Mediterranean.  lu return were |
received specimens of the “sling stone.” suppos- |
ed to be of the same kind as that used by Da-
vidd in his conflict with Goliath . als, some of
the “husks which the swine did eat,” referred
to in the parable of the Prodigal Son, and sev-
eral others of interesting Bible associntions,

—
[eoryRIGHT BECURED ACCORDBING Tu L
For the National Era.

UNCLE TOM’S CABIN :
o
LIFE

aw.]

AMONG THE LOWLY.
BY MRS H. B STOWE.

Cuarren XVIHL—Continved

Our friend Tom, who bhad been in the kitch-
én during the conversation with the old rusk
nnmm.h::l fllowed her out into the street
o Raw on, giving every once in & while
A su »prmml';nu. At‘lut zbo sat her has
ket down ou u door-step, and began arranging
:.llua old, faded shawl \l'lllich covered her shoul-
ors,
“h carry your basket a piece,” said Tom,
l‘llmlr:munnnlﬂ' y
“Why should ye?" wsuid the woman
don’t wunt no help”
“You seem to be sick, or in trouble, or some-
thin,” said T'om.
1 nint sick.” said the woman, shortly.
“I wish,” said Tom. looking at her earnestly,
“1 wish [ could persuade you to leave off drink-
ing.  Don’t you know it will be the ruin of ye,
hody and soul 1"
“ knows I'm gwine to torment,” said the
woman, sullenly.  “Ye don't need to tell me

got any sclect men, or anvhody to interfere and
look after such matters k

St s m-mm--l-l_\ supps wird that the properiy
interest is o suficient guard in these cases. |1
|n-<-plt~ choose to ruin their own s, 1
dom't know what s 1o be done It seems the
poor ereature was o thief and o drunkard. and
80 there won't be much hope o get up sympa-
thy for her”

“It i rrﬁ-ul!l\- outrageous ! it is horrid ' An-
gmtinr- t will eertainly bring down vengeanoe
upon you! "

“ My dear cousin, | didn't do it and 1 esn't
help it; T would if | could If low-minded
brutal people will not like themselves, what am |
todo! They huve absolute control : they are ir-
responsible despots; there would he no wse in
terfering ; there i« no law thut wmounts to
wnything practically, for such 0 case.  The hest
we can do is to shut our eyes and ears, and lot
it alone. It's the only resource left us

“How can you shut your eyes and ears 7 How
can vou let such things alone

“My dear child, what do you expect! Here
in a whole class—dehased, uneducated, indolent.
provoking—put without any sort of terms or
conditions entirely into the hands of such peo.
ple as the majority in our world are: people
who - have ther  canside nor  self-
contral, who haven't even an enlightened
regard to their own interest—for that's the
case with the largest half of mankind Of
oourse, in a community so organized. what can
& man of honorable and humane feelings do
but shut his eves all he can, aud harden his
heart! 1 can't buy every poor wretch | sec.
| can’t turn knight-errant, and undertake to re-
dress every individual case of wrong in such o
city s this. The most [ can do is to try and
l.q-l. out of the Wity of it"”

Coarren XIX—S8t. Clare's History and Opin-
1ons
St Clare's fine countenance wos for n mo-
ment overcast | he looked annoyed, but sudden.
ly ealling vp a gay smile. he said
*Come, cousin, don't stand there looking Like

that ar.  “Ts ugly—I's wicked — I's gwine
strnight to tormeng Oh, Loxd! 1 wish Vs
ther .

Tom shuddered st thes frignith wordh s
ken with a sullen, impassioned earnestness
“Oh, Lord have mercy on ye! poor erittur
Haint ye never heard of Jesus Christ?”

“Jesus Christ—who'd he 7"

“Why, he's the Lord,” said Tom.

“1 thnk I've hearn tell o’ the Lord and the
judgment and torment. Pve heard o that”
“But dido’t anybody ever tell you of the
Lord Jesus, that loved us poor sinners, and died
for ust"

“Don't know nothin bout that,” said the wo-
mun ; “nobody haint never loved me, sinee my
old man died.”

“ Where was you raived ! said Tom.
“Upin Kentuck. A man kept me to bread
chil'en for arket, and sold em as fast as they
ot big enough ; Inst of g1, he sold me to u spec-
ulator, and my mass'r got me o' him.”

“ What set you into this bad way of drink-
nt"

“To get shet o' my misery. 1 had one child
after | come here, and I thought then 1'd have
one to raise, cause mass'r was't o speculator.
It was de peartest little thing! and missis she
swemed to think a heap on’t at first: it never
cried; it was likely and fat. But missis tuck
sick, and 1 tended her: and 1 tuck the fever,
and my milk all left me, and the child it pined
to skin and hone, and missis wouldn't buy milk
for it.  She wouldn't hear to me when | telled
her | hado’t milk. She said she knowed |
could feed it on what other folks eat; and the
child kinder pined, and oried, and eried, and
eried, day night, and got ull gone to skin

Grneed ite fnir palaces and lovely dowmes,
Nor swords had noed to guard the Delinn howmos,

looking =0 fearfully black in the dim star-dight
‘u from his lips, his arms droppod, and
fenry Lester was dead!

Then Fanny fell forward upon his hreast,
and sent forth shriek after nhriuL so fenrful and
pievcing that every slumberer in her home was
roused, and guided by the voice of her long
pent-up agony, came to look upon the piteous
sight of her awful hereavement.

In that pleasant parlor where hut nn honr
hefore had set the hetrothed lovers, in life and
love, in love’s most hlessed hope and most un-
utterable joy, was now extauﬁ‘eltl the furlua of
one, gh bleeding, dead ; while over it hung
u:ee? gsle, &muad face of her who kept all
night her watch of specehless tearless, unima-
ginahle sorrow,

Fanny Austin could not follow her lover to
the grave. After hor Inst lingering look u!lm
his &. as he lay in his coffin, she for the first
time fainted. She was borne to her room,
where she remained insensible for some hours.
That night, she said to her’mother, who watch-
ed at hor side—

“ Where have they laid Henry?”

“In the southwest corner of the grave-yard,
under the large elm tree,” was the reply. All
the succeading day, Funny's griel was bitter and

despairing, but at night she was ealmer, and
maﬂy&n’nd to be lefk quite alone.  Eurly
the next ing, her mother went to her chun-

ber and wis surprised to find her looking much
like her former self, and speaking almost cheer-
filly . but towards night she relapsed into fits
of passionate woeeping, i most desolate and hope-
less grieving. Again, with sleep seemed to come
pesce, even an exaltation of spirit, which endur-
ed unly for the morning hours—and so it con-
tinued thron t the week. The ehild
gave her mother haantiﬁn]'explnémhun ;:lf this
mystery. * k night,” she said “my Hen

comes to me v:.’o ﬂ‘sllun He folds n{ﬂ in lg
armw, and lays his hand on my hot forehead,
and looks so pitifully into my eyes; he \Ii‘)ﬂ
away my tears and comforts me, oh, xo divinely!
He l?mh nx he nlways did on earth—only yet
more benutiful. | was 5o ‘L-ruud of his heauty,
mother, that | did wot think it lﬂnélrlo he
could grow more besutiful, even in heaven ;
but he scems k0 in my dream.  He gives me
strength and joy to sustain me till we meet
again ; but | am so weak, that hefore the lqu
day is through, it leaves me. Yot he never fui

o come to me, or draw me o him—I searce
know which. [ seem in a state like that of the
A », when he knew not whether he was in
the body or out: [ only know | am with him,
and content” AR

A strange rumor spread throu -
horhood, and finally reached the &-il of Fun-
ny, that some belated travelleres, had seen, in
l.gn midst of the nﬁt n ll:pu of shining
white, gliding nbout the grave of Henry Lauer
But no one m‘ﬁehu friends was so supersti-
tious s (o heed the story.

On Saturday night, just one woek from the
time of the heart-breaking l.mg:&r. Fanny's
father, who was a physician, was riding home-
wird some time after twelve, and na he wis

ing the grave-yord, in sight of his house, ho
was startled W observe some white object ut the

vi of young Lester. Dr. Austin was a troly
mm man, snd, after a moment of indot.id.m,
he dismounted and entered the lonely burial-
place. Thea at the grave grew more
and more distinet, a8 he drew softly near, It
wus i human form prone upon the earthi! One
moment more, he hud renched the spot, and
found his own daughter Pn?. in her
dress, lying beside the grave of ber lovor,
her [ace “'.:ul
over it. Shoe
he colled ber name, lnying his hand on her

t she did not rh.fnrnn':n. o,

looking more closely in her face. he saw
whe '-:. ing tho strange, wonderful sleep of
the somnam He rawed her gently in his
when she swoke to complete conscinusness.

“My God! where am I*" she exclnimed,
looking wild

the mound, and one ann flang | m
and alarmed beyond measure, |

Then, | hi

Rl the fuir olive, prergh peos of ponse,
Waved over harvests yiolling rich inerease ;

From erystal founts the murmuring waters fowod
In smooth mepnders to the ocean Aol

When dendliest focmen met upon its shore,

Nu shiehl, no gpear, no dazeling bolm they bore
For, while wpon ils snerid soil they stood,

E'en warring nations owned a common brotherhood,

A day shall vome, by prophets long foretold,

When all earth’s nations, gathered to one fulid,

Ehall never lvarn of war's drond seience more

The trumpet’'s voiee bo hushed, and stitled tho enn.
non's roar

The world shall like & watered garden bloom
With frfits nnd flowers yielding rich perfume ;
The Hethel flug shall waveo from sen to ses,
And the whaole enrth n saered Dolos be.

Orivia,

XIX.

BY JOSIAH HOLBROOK,

MECHANISM.—No

Let there Le light, was the first command
ever given,  Let your light shine before others.
is nnother commnnd from the same authority
Except for the first command, this world might
as well not have heen,  Except for the second,
or the spirit of it, the first must have boen com-
paratively without sn object, Physical light
wus the ohject of the first command ; mornl
light that of the second.

Ciiving Iiﬁllt is pe the highest object of
human or divine aim. hile it is the highest
olyject, it is also probably the richest source of
happiness. To communiente is with all a souree
of pleasure ; most of all to the young and una-
dulterated.  With children, narrative is graph-
i¢; boesuse simple, frosh, and truthful. A
ease. A girl of five yenrs, on being nsked what
she did at sehool, replied, “[ say A and B, and
siton a bench”  Truth coming fresh from such
i gushing fountain affords rich pleasure to the
receiver, und still richer to the giver, The doc-
trine that it is more blessed to give than to
receive” i8 of old and high authority. This is
especinlly troe in giving light, as giving is not
diminishing, but the ri mode of increasing.
These are groat truths to all : most of all to
those selected to fit the g for their future
voestions, by enligh minds and elevated
characters.  In an address hefore & con
tion of Washington schools, by B. B. French,
President of the city Board of Aldermen, he re-
marked, ©T'o drink in learning s one thing ; to
pour it out for the benefit of others is quite
another thing. lnhmal’.itﬁ simply to be re-.
wined, is like the wenlth of the misor”  The
knowledge miser is even more unfortunate than
the money miser: s the less he givos, the Jes
he bas.  In the New York schools, where send-
ing light abiroad is a part of their it in
& fiet that those which most
light abrond shine brightest at home. What
in true of sehools is of course true with the indi-
vidual pupils composing those schools.  Those
who give listhe have litte ;
have much. Among the numerous teachers
and hiannEm' gton, whose pupi
children have rimens of their im-
rmmunt for the express ohject of niding uu":
mprovement of others, every one speaks wi
the highest of rich” delight and rapid

resultsa, Without a word on the

““ OT" punishment,” teiehers can
o)

tting their pupils W en-
o, fioe ﬁo&p’?l . and sequire the
ig ng from | mngﬁghiwmh.:;—
mking regular offerings o patriotism M
science—~they will find no ocesion or pisce for
punishment. The whole school will be
nhove it

vichest fields for aequiring knowledge to
nre these of nature and:‘n:-nui-

to human pursuits; most o

, . Inench of thes

impart

and bones, and mimis got sot agin it, and she
snid ‘twant nothin but crossness,  Sho wished
it was dead, she said : and she wouldn't let me
have it = nights, eanse, she said, it kept me
awnke, and made me good for nothing. She
mide me sleop in her voom, and 1 had to put
it way off in a little kind o' garret, and l.llmr
it eried itsof to death one vight. It did; and |
tuck to drinkin to keep its erying out of my
enrs, | did—and | will drink. I will, if T do
g0 to torment for it.  Muss'r says | ghall go to
torment, and [ tell him ['ve got thar now.”

“Oh, ye poor erittur!” said Tom, *haint
nobody never telled ye how the Lord Jesus
loved ye, and died for ye!  Haint they telled ye
that he'll holp ye, and ye can go to henven,
and have rest nt lnst !

“1 looks like gwine to heaven,” said the wo-
man ; “wint thar where white folks is gwine—
spose they’d bave me thar!  I'd rather go to
torment, and get away from mass'r and missis.
I had 30, she said, us, with her usual groan,
she got her basket on her head, and walked

sullenly away. .

Tom turned, and walked sorrowfully back
to the house. In the court, he met little Fva—
n erown of tuberoses on her head, aumd her
eyes radiant with delight.

“0h, Tom, here youare, ['m glad I've found
you. Fapa says you may get out the ponies,
und take me in my little, new ecarriage” she
snid, catching his hand. “ But what's the mat-
ter, Tom—you look sober "

“| foel bad, Miss Eva,” said Tom, sorrowful-
ly. “RBat I'll get the horses for you.”

“Hut do tell me, Tom, what s the matter.
[ saw you talking to cross old Proe”

Tom, in simple, earnest phrise, told Eva the
woman's history.  She did not exelaim, og won-
der, or weep, as other children do. Her cheeks
grew pale, and a deep, earnest shadow
over her eyos.  She laid both hands on her
hosom, and sighed heavily.

“Tom, you nesdn’t got me the horses. |
don’t want to ﬂ," she said.

“Why not, Miss Evn!"

“Thess things gink intomy heart, Tom,"” said
Eva~—* they sink intomy heart” she repeated,
earnestly, I don't want to go ; " and she turn-
ed from Tom, and went into the house.

A few days after, another woman came in

old Prue’s place, to bring the rosks; Miss

Ophelin was in the kitchen.

“Lor!" snid Dinah, “ what's #ot Prue!”

“ Prue isn't coming any more,” said the wo-

mun, mysteriously.

: "‘v:’hr not 7*' said Dinsh. *She ain't dend,
? »

“ Wa doesn’t exnotly know. She's down cel-

lar,” said the woman, ing nt Mis in.
Anuhw-mm Di-
nah followed the woman to the door,
“What has got nny how ¢ " she said

und, turning, saw
wpirit-like form of Kyvange-

myntic eyes dilated with horror,
ip of blood driven from her lips

“Lor bless us! Miss Kva's gwine to faint
wway! What us ull, to let her har such
talk! Her Pa'll be reil mad.”

“1 whan't faint, Dinah,” said the ehild. firm-

ly: “and why shouldn't | hear it? It ain't w0

:rwh'ﬁ’lf me 0 hear it as fur poor Prue o saf-
it

“ Lor sakes ! it o't for sweet, deliente youn

lndies like i'uu—ihua stories lan't; it's
enough o kill ‘em ! a1

Eva sighed agnin, and walked up stairs with
a slow and melancholy step
Mins gﬂ::l anxiously mquired the womn's
stary. gave a very garrulous version o
it, to which Tom added the particulnrs which
he bud drawn from ber that morning,

“An sbominuble Dusiness! perfectly horri.
bla!” she exclaimed, s she uar}ul room

hy, those folks bave whi
nid Mim oﬁufﬁ;’”’
woune

on
of detail into the story, and
with his -
going on hplzr.-'
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hecause it is wsed in 0 way infinitely better than
s For pity's sake, for shame's sake, be-
cause we are men born of women, and not say
many of us do not, and dare not,
to use the full power which our
savage lnws put nto oure hands.  And bhe who
goes the farthest, and does the worst, only uses
within Limits the power that the law gives
him
St Clare hud started up, and, as his madper
wis when excited. was walking with hurried
steps up and down the tloor.  His fine face
elussic a8 that of o Greek statoe, seemed actu
ally to burn with the firvor of his feelings
His large blue eyes flashed, and he gestured
with an unconscious eagerness.  Miss Ophelia
lind vever seen him in this meisd bafore, and
she sat perfiectly silent
“1 declare to you,” satd he .-uullil-tﬂ_\' stop
ping before his cousin, ( it's no sort of use b
talk or to feel on this subject) but | declare to
youu, there have been times when | have ﬂmughl.
it the whole country would sink, and hide all
this injustive and wisery from the light, 1 would
willingly kink with it When | have been tras
olting up and down on our haats, or about on
my eollecting toure, and retlected that every
brutal, disgusting. mean. low-lived fellow 1 met
was allowed "y our laws to become absolute
despol of as many men, women, and children
as he could cheat, steal or gumble money
enough to buy—when | have seen such men i
nebunl ip of helpless ohildpen, of young
girls and women, I have been ready to curse
my eountry—io curse the human race '
“ Augustine! Augustine!” said Miss Ophe
lin, “1'm sure you've said enough. | pever in
my life heard anything like this, even nt the
North.”
“ At the North '™ said St. Clare, with a sud
den change of expression, and resuming some
thing of his habitual careless tone ‘ Pooh !
vour Northern folks are cold-blooded ; you are
cool in evervthing ! You ean't begin to curse
up bill sod down us we can, when we get fuir
Iy at it.”
“Wall, but the question s snid Miss l‘plh‘
lin— i

g bensts
we woulid

one of the Fates: you've only seen a peey

oing on the world over. in some shape or other
ff we are to he prying and spying into all the
dismals of life. we should have no heart to any
thing. T like looking too close into the de-
tails of Dinah's kitehen ;" and St Clare lay
back on the sofa, and busied himselfl with s
}mKo.r

liss Ophelia sat down and pulled out her
knitting work, and sat there grim with indig-
nation. She knit and knit, but while she mused
the fire hurned ; at last she broke out—

“1 tell you, Augr tine, | can’t get over things
8o, il you ean; its a perfect abomination for
you to defend such a system . that’s my mind.”

“What now?” uid St, Clare, looking up
“At it again, hey 77

“1 say it's perfectly shominable for youn to
defend such o system,” said Misa Ophelia. with
increasing warmth.

“I defend it, my doar lady : whoever said |
did defend it ¥ said St Clare

“OF eonrse you defend it—you all do—all you
Southerners.  What do you have slaves for, i
you don't 1

i J\ re l'i'llll Nll'h o sweet ill“i'N‘('“i HER ] ?‘U'II,H"P
nobody in this world ever does what they don't
think is vight?  Don't you, or dide't you ever
do anything that you did not think quite
right +7

“If Ldo | repent of it, 1 hope,” said Miss
Opholin, rattling her needles with energy

“Rodo 1" wud St Clare, peeling his orange
“V'm repenting of it all the time "

“What do you keep on doing it for 77

“ Didn’t you ever keep on domg wrong after
you'd repented, my good cousin !

“ Well, only when I've heen very much tempt-
od." said Miss Ophelin,

W, Pmovery mueh bempted,” said St
Clare; “ that's just my diffioulty.”

“But 1 always resolve | won't, and 1 try to
hreak off ™

“Well, 've heen resolving T won't, off and
on, these ten yewrs,” said St Clare, “hut |
haven't, somehow, got clear. Have you ot
elear of all your sing, cousin '

“Cousin Augustine,” said Miss Ophelin, se-
riously, and laying down her knitting work, “1
suppose | deserve that you should reprove my
short-comings. | know all you say is true
enough ; rm?mdy fools them more than | do;
but it does seem to me, afler all, there is some
difference between me and you. It seems to
me | would ent off my right hand sooner than
koep on, from day to dny, doing what 1 thought
was wmn[.i But then my conduct is s incon-
sistent with my profession, | don’t wonder you
reprove me.”

“Ob, now, eousin,” said Augustine, sitting
down on the floor, and luying his head baek in
hier lap, “don’t take on so awlully serious! You
know what a good-for-nothing, sasucy boy I al-
wuys was. | love to poke you up—that's all—
Just to see you got earnest. | do think you are
desperately, distressingly good ; it tires me o
death to think of it.”

“But this is o serious subject, my boy, Au-
uste,” said Miss Ophelia, lnying her hand on
18 forehond

S Dismally 8o, said be: “and I —— well, |
never want to talk seriously in hot waeather ;
what with mosquitoes and all, a fellow can't got
himself up to any very sublime moral flights ;
and 1 believe,” said 8t. Clare, suddenly rousing
himself up, * there's u theory now! [ under-
stand now why Northern nations are wlways
more virtuous than Southern ones—I see into
that whole subject.”

“Oh, Aoguste, you are a sad rattle-hrain.”
“Am 1?7 Well, o | am, | suppose; but for
once | will be serious now ; but you must land
me that bawsket of oranges—you see—you'll
have w “sta mal with flagons amoﬂg me
with apples,” if I'm going to m in effort.
Nw.:p!llsid Auﬁmﬁn. drawing the basket up,
“PI begin: When in the course of human
events it hecomes pecessary for n follow to
hold two or three dozen of his fellow worms in
eaptivity, n decent regard to the opinions of w-
ity require’’——

“1 don't see that you are growing more seri-
our”” snid Miss Ophelia.

“ Wait—I'm coming on—you'll hear. The
short of the matter in, cousin, said he, his hand-
some fuce suddenly settling into an earnest and

Berions , “on this abstract question of
Bla oan, ns | think, be but one nr'n-
ion. ters, who bave money to make by it—
clergyvmen, who have planters tp iti-

eians, who want to rule by it, may warp and
bend language snd ethics to o degres that shall
astonish the world at theiringenuity ; they can
press naturo and the Bible, and nobody knows
what else, into the service ; hat, after all, nei-
ther they nor the world helieve in it one parti.
clo the more. It comes from the Devil—that's
the short of it—and, to my mind, it's a Y
respectable spacimen of what he ean do in his
own line.”

Miw Ophelin stopped her knitting, and Jook-
ed surprised ; snd St Clare, apparently enjoying
her astonishment, went on.

“You seem to wonder; but il you will get
me fuirly at it, Fll make a clewn breast of it.
This cwrsed husines, sccursed of God and man,
what in it? Strip it of all its ornament, run
it down to the root snd nucleus of the whole,
and what is it! Why, because my brother
Quashy in ignorsnt and weak, and | an intel-
ligent nnd strong—hecause | know how, and
cun do it, therefore | may steal all he hus, keep
it, and give him only such and s mueh ax suits
my fancy. Whatever is too hard, too dirty, too

o for me, | vy st Uullm .
Becnuse 1 don't like work, Quasly uor{!
y shall stay

Beenuse the sun hurns me,

in the sun.  Quashy shall earn the money, and
1 will wpend it. Quashy shall lie down
le, that I mny walk over

£

it would come to
S DA e ok

angt @

VA e by Y wgreslbe chudyim
denoe of u question it is! How --&n- u in
this state of sin and misery ' Wall, r)nh;tll
answer in the good old words vou used to teach
me Sunduys. 1 came so by ordinary geners-
tion. My servants were my father's, and, what
s more, my mother's . and now they are mine,
they and their inerease. which bids Fair to be o
sretty  considerable item. My father, you
Lrluu'. e first fromm New England, and he
wis just such snother man ws your futher—a
regular old Romnu—upright, energetic, noble
minded, with au iron will.  Your futher settled
down in New Eungland, to rule over rocks sod
stones, and to foree an existence out of Nature ;
and mine settled in Lonisiann, to rule over men
and women, and foree existence out of them
My mother,” said St Clare, gotling up and
wilking to a picture at the end of the roum,
and guaing upward with o face forvent with
veneration, * she woas diine ! Don’t look at
e 80! you know what | mean! She proba
Ily was of mortal birth: but as far as ever |
conld ohsorve, there was no trises of any human
woakness or crror ahout her . and everyhody
that lives to remember her, whether bond or
free, servant, sequaintance, relution, all sy the
aame Why. eousin, that mother has heen all
that has stood betwoen me and utter unbeliet’
for yenrs. She was o direct embodiment and
sersonification of the New Testament—a living
l'mwt. to be aceounted for, and to he aceounted
for in no other way than by its truth. Oh,
mother ! mother ! suid St Clare, clasping his
hands in a sort of teansport ; and then suddenly
checking himsell; he came back. and seating
himself on nn ottomun by Miss Ophelis, he
went on

“ My brother und 1 wore twins ; and they say,
you know, that twins ought to resemble ench
other; but we were in all points & confrast
He had black, fiery eyes—conl-llack hair—a
strong, fine Roman profile—and a rich hrown
complexion. | had blue eyes golden hair, &
Greck outline, and fuir complexion.  He was
active and observing—1 dreamy and inaegive
He was generous to his friends and equads, but
proud, dowinant, overbearing to inferiors, and
utterly unmerciful to whatever set ithell up
ngainst him.  Faithful we hoth were! he from
lmdn und cournge—I from n sort of ' abstract
weality.  We loved each other ahout s ho
generally do—off' and on, and in genersl—he
wis my father's pet, and I my mother's

“There wins & morhid sensitivensss and acute-
nesa of feeling in me on all possible subjocts, of
which he n-mT my father had no kind of under-
standing, and with which they could have no
possible sympathy,  But mother did; and s,
when | had quarrelled with Alfred, and father
looked sternly on e, | uwsed to go off to moth-
er’'s room, and it by her. | remember just how
she used 1o Jook, with her pale cheeks, lier deep,
soft, serious eyes, her white dress—she always
wore white : and I used to think of her when-
ever | rend in Revelations about the saints that
wore arrayed in fine linen, clean and white
She had & groat deal of genios of one sort and
unother, particularly in wusic . and she used
to wit at her organ, playing fine, old, majostio
music of the Catholic church, and singing with
u voice more like an angel than & mortal wo-
man; and | would lay my head down on her
lap, and ery, and droam, and foel—oh, immons-
um}sl_y !—nga that 1 had no language to
sy !
“In those duys, this matter of slavery had
never eanvassed ny it has now; nobody
drenmed of any harm in it
“ My father was o born aristocrat. | think,
in some pre-existent state, he must huve heen
in the higher eircles of spirits, and brought all
his old court pride along with him—for it 3y
ingrain, bred in the hone, the e
nally of poor, and not ir.. K
&m}? y brother was & any

“ Now, an nriuum-:t‘-:"b’

over, hua no hurar, sympathios bey d & s

tain line in society
e Blacc, 10 BO%hY.ah in another, and i Amer

ica in another ;
conntries never
hardship and ¢
elass, is & cool

goes aver it. "hat wo
istress and injustice in his own
one.

Al:olong has equo
and generous
through all poyy but
intermodinte 1 lsible -
and graded ull nk hotween man snd animals,
on this hypothe his idens of justice or generosity
hudy hJ axked Ri8. | suppose; to be sure, if any-
they had human HDi 1 ccpd r;mlhhur_ ';l:e‘:lmr

mortnl souls, e might have
hemmed and Taw "’. 'm: e ‘But i
an’ much troubled -t

s, nover was & man more just
he considered negro,

::yud of the u]i,.mr olasses!
“Well, my tather work:
negroes; he wis an inflexib
jous husines man ;. everything
wystom—to be sustained with
vy nnd precision.  Now, il you
count that nll this was to be work
st of lazy, twaddlio
had grown up all r lives in the al
every ble motive to learn how to
thin ‘whirk,! a8 you Vermonters say and
you'll seo thut there might naturally be, on his
tation, many things that looked
ible and ing to a sensitive child like
ma,

“ Bewicles all, he hind an overseer—n great, tall,
alabsided, two-fisted renegnde n:‘i of ¥ vrﬁ"mt—l
bogging your pardon}—wlio had gone through
ilw’w lmah}:_ in hardness and bru-
tality, and taken his degree to be ndmitted to
practice. My mother never could endure him,
nor [, hut he obtained an entire ascendency over
my father ; and this wan was the shsolute des.

of the estate.
“‘l Wis :. little fellow then, hut | had the

some five hundred
driving, punotil-
B 10 move by
ling ncoura-

u groat deal, and. of course, wis i grot fivor-
ite, nnd all sorts of complaints muﬂu‘w«-
breathed in my ear: snd | thew o

gradations of color, 88 3.~



